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MORNING. 

* ' 

The sunlight streams ; 
In level beams 
Across the lawn. 
In farthest deeps o'erhead 
The skies are blue, 
Serenest hue, 
With rose of dawn, 
As faintly overspread 
Now with the kisses of the sun^ 
C The fair earth blushes with a tinge of red : 

A new day is begun. 

Born to the world 

Where clouds lay furled, 

A fair new day ; 

A stainless day and pure. 

But what lies yonder ? 

O saddest wonder ! 

A tinge of gray 

Its farthest deeps obscure. 

For thither where the light shall fade, 

Is it a stain ( O Thou who dost endure ! ) 

That man hath made ? 

A city lies, 

And, waking, cries 

Beneath the gray 

Grim line that sweeps the west, 

Where souls abide 

That weep and hide, 

And shrink away, 

Stained and grief-blind, to rest. 

O God ! O Thou who didst create ! 

Thou only canst uplift for these, Thou, Best, 

The morning gate ! 



Payne Erskine. 
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